*;8               UNCONSCIOUS HANDICAPS
Something, on the preceding day probably, In some
way or other, served as a stimulus to some set or sets
of buried-alive memories; so that, as soon as the
energetically restraining influences of your conscious-
ness became lessened by sleep, out came your uncon-
scious ghosts ; and they made a night of it.
It took a whole lot of energy to keep up that all-night
unconscious jamboree. No wonder that you got up
feeling tired.
Ever been toddling along through life, taking things
as they came as well as you could, and then been
confronted with some little thing or other over which
you stubbed your mental toes, so that you felt like
" throwing things around " ? Then, about nineteen
and three-quarter minutes after such an experience,
you have a slight realization that you went a little too
far in what you said or did; and thirteen minutes later
you feel pretty sure that you rather overdid things;
and then, after the lapse of another brief " breathing
spell," you become painfully conscious that you made
a glorious ass of yourself?
It is a nasty feeling. I've been there; and conse-
quently can speak from experience. And after such
an episode, very probably (like the rest of us), you
have chased about for some conveniently sized hole
into which you could crawl, so to speak, and hide
yourself until you have managed to get over the
"outbreak" a little bit; get mentally convalescent
again.
Yes ! It all serves to make a person feel somewhat
mentally insignificant for the time being. Yet, after
all, there are other individuals who are in a still more
deplorable mental state, viz,, the smug type; those who